COVER: Ibuki laying ina pile of records with her headphones on and her eyes closed. 
The records are various pieces from throughout the zine. The text reads, “Cover Album, 


an Ibuki Fanzine” 


PAGE 2: Content Warning: This zine contains graphic imagery and images that may 
cause eye strain due to their colors or effects. Viewer discretion is advised. In the corner 


of this page, there is a parental advisory logo. Y'know, like they do on CDs. 


PAGE 38: Forward: This zine was made by the Danganronpa Zine Club as a part of the 
Bimonthly Zine Series. The Bimonthly Zine is a submissions-based project that runs for 
two months and is open to all server members. This zine is our first ever Bimonthly Zine! 
Thank you so much to everybody who submitted something, and thank you to everyone 


who decided to give this little zine a look through! 


PAGE 4: A drawing done with marker. Ibuki is displayed in grayscale tones, a mask on 


her face and a hand in the air.She has curly, beaded hair, and a glint in her eye. 


PAGE 5: Ibuki faces the camera. The linework of this drawing is scratchy, and she’s 
surrounded by the word “Riot!” written in various sizes in a handwritten, energetic type. 
She’s portrayed in stark black and white, the only splash of color being the red “Riot!” on 


her cheek. 


PAGE 6: Ibuki stands in the center of the image, flowers in her hair. Behind her, a 
brilliant moon ona dark background. Black and white moths and blooming branches 
surround her. She is draped ina cloak. Text: “DESPAIR FEVER.” 


PAGE7: A front-facing drawing of Ibuki. Her eyes are shut, and decorated in pink 
eyeshadow. A lightning strike is painted across her face. Text: “IBUKI MIODA, 
DANGANRONPA” 


PAGE 8: Ibuki is opening a door that is red and padded. She's wearing a leather jacket, 
and looking at the viewer. Text: “Ibuki, IDENTITY.” 


PAGE 9: Ibuki is facing away from the camera, the only part of her shown being the 
section of her body from her shoulders to her knees. She has a red hanky in the back 
pocket of her blue jeans, and is wearing a white, sleeveless shirt. She isonared and 
white striped background. Text: “DANGANRONPA /IBUKI MIODA.” 


PAGE 10: Ibuki is looking to the viewer's left. She has a concerned expression on her 
face, and is semi-laying on a tiled floor, her arms propping up her back. The corner reads, 


“retired from despair, new career in hope.” Below it, “IBUKI’ is written in circled letters. 


PAGE 11: Ibuki sits with her back facing a vanity mirror. She bears a blue dress, a face of 
white foundation, and a white sash. Her sash reads, “IBUKI.” She is holding a bouquet 


of flowers. 


PAGE 12: Ona bright yellow background, Ibuki struggles through a cacophony of 
caution tape. Her nose is bloody, and her right wrist has a set of handcuffs on it. One of 
her eyes has a sparkle to it, the other is sad and weepy. Her teeth are sharp. The 


frontmost piece of caution tape, which she is holding, says “IBUKI MIODA"”. 


PAGE 13: Kaede, Ibuki, and Sayaka are all on stage, appearing in that order from left to 
right. They are dressed in fun, vintage outfits, and performing for a ground of various 
Danganronpa characters.Kaede is playing the keyboard, Ibukithe drums, and Sayaka is 
singing. The background is a field of green. Text: “DANGAN-RONPA” 


PAGE 14: Dressed in a wedding veil and gown, Ibuki stands against a dark green curtain. 
She has short hair, and is carrying a bouquet of red flowers in her blood stained hands. 
Each letter of the name “IBUKI MIODA" hangs from the top of the image by a string. In 


Cursive, the words “A Fair for The Dramatic” are written on a plaque behind her. 


PAGE 15: Inacartoony style, Ibuki stands in the center of the image, somewhat hunched 
over. She wears a red vest and has a red guitar. She’s ona pale purple background, with 
black stars and music notes on it. Text: “MIODA IBUKI, DANGANRONPA.” 


PAGE 16: A headshot of Ibuki, dressed as a stereotypical nurse. She has a blue glove that 
she’s pulling onto her hand. Her nurse’s outfit has a little Monokuma on it, and her arm 
has star tattoos. She has her hair in a ponytail in this picture, as well as a half-shaved 
head. 


PAGE 17: Another headshot of Ibuki, this one frontward facing. She is slightly leaned 
towards the viewer. The colors are very contrasting, consisting of light and dark tones of 
blue. Text: “IBUKI MIODA, FALLEN.” 


PAGE 18: Buff Monokuma rises from behind Monokuma Rock towards the night sky, 
covering the moon and looming over a chained Ibuki. He holds the chains in his hand as 
she drowns in the waves beneath him. Text: “Mioda, DANGANRONPA.” 


PAGE 19: Ibukiis dressed ina leotard, leggings, and a cape. She is jumping in the air. 
Next to her is Gundham, standing firm in a ninja suit. There is an explosion going on 
behind them. The metallic font at the top reads, “IBUKI (star) MIODA, COOL 
PATROL.” 


PAGE 20: Four Ibuki heads, with harsh lighting focused on the center of them. The 


middle bottom Ibuki has her arms crossed in front of her. Text: “IBUKI, Danganronpa.” 


PAGE 21-36: This Wretched Mischief, By Jolt 

Despair spreads itself like a disease. Like a plague. Sneaks up on the careless first, and 
then the careful don’t stand a chance once it’s taken over large enough swaths. You're 
minding your own business, living out your boring little civilized life, and the next thing 
you know there’s a feral rat latched onto your ankle that hisses when you try to shake it 
off, and the next thing you know you're hacking up bits of your own flesh and the city you 
grew up in has been razed to the ground and the harbingers of despair are breeding in its 
rubble. 


Ibuki thinks Gundham might have lost track of a few of his rodents. Or he’s doing this on 


purpose, more likely. 


She just found a rat king. A real-life one; a horde of ten or so rats tangled by their tails 
and flailing to move, to feed, to bite. She thought these things were a myth for the 
longest time, and here she waltzes into an abandoned ramen bar in search of a snack and 


there's one chilling under a stool. 


Ibuki bends down and manages to pet the head of one of the rats. It snaps its tiny jaw at 
her fingers, missing by a millimeter or two. She giggles. What a funny little hivemind 


creature. 

They’re not so different from people, maybe. If Gundham is to be believed, that is. 
She wonders if she could command these guys the same way she can sway crowds of 
humans in rhythm. The same way she can corrupt a brain with just the right sound 


frequencies. 


Ibuki shimmies herself onto the countertop and reaches for the spike-studded guitar 


omnipresent on her shoulder. It'd be fun to try. 

Tentatively, she tests a chord, then another, then a few more in sequence. The rats 
startle at the gritty sound, their feet skittering to and fro as if actually seeking outa 
rhythm to follow. 

Intriguing, how they move. Not quite in sync. Not yet. 

Ibuki hits a particularly gnarly note and has to swing her legs aside when the rats pounce 
toward her. A half-note rest, the briefest of pauses, and already she finds a dozen crusty, 
beady eyes fixed on her. Waiting for the next instruction. 


Now she’s getting somewhere. 


They respond even better to a full song, a nice sustained beat that they can take their 


time adjusting to—bobbing their heads along with Ibuki’s metronome foot, hoarsely 


squealing to match her voice. The longer and louder and harder Ibuki plays, the more 


attentive they become, and the more in-line they fall. 


Ina matter of minutes, she’s all but mapped every note to a specific screech or spasm of 
their legs. A quick chromatic cascade has them scampering as one across the filthy tile 
floor; alow, drawn-out wail, and they slow to a skulk; another rest, and they freeze right 


to the spot. 


Excellent. These critters will be out wreaking havoc in no time at this rate. All they—all 


it needed was a little pick-me-up. 


One more thing to try. She’s powering through this song’s last few measures, chords 
churning and descending and riling up her new friend until it can’t hope to stay still 
anymore. So much rabid excitement kicking around in its system, primed for her to 


direct it wherever she likes. 


Officially out of notes to play, Ibuki flings herself off the counter for the grand finale and 


growls: “Go!” 


And the rat king fucking goes. Charges out of the restaurant with an unnatural cohesion, 


off to find some chaos to cause. 


Ibuki snickers, stashing her guitar away and patting herself on the back. Mission 


accomplished. 


If only Gundham was here to see that. He'd be so proud. 


For someone so busy, so constantly tied up in other people's affairs, Sonia sure spends a 
lot of time in her head. Ibuki can’t blame her—with all the important princess knowledge 


clogging up Sonia's brain, she’s bound to get lost in there sometimes—but still she 


catches herself dreaming up ways to bring Sonia back down to earth, even just for a little 
bit. 


Sonia’s satin-gloved arms rest lightly on the rail of the crumbling private balcony, her 
dress weaves around her figure like spun silver, and it takes Ibuki a good few minutes to 


catch herself tonight. 


Once upon atime, this was her family’s castle, and the mountain-ringed land Sonia now 
sweeps her red-tinged eyes over was known as Novoselic. Ibuki can imagine her 
frequenting this same vantage point as achild, beholding her people with that same 


fierce devotion on her countenance. 


It’s a beautiful sight. Sonia's kingdom, Sonia, all of it. Ibuki would really like a closer 


look. 


So she ventures out of her shadowy little hiding spot and onto the balcony, hands 


clasped behind her back. “Lovely weather we're having.” 


Sonia seems unfazed at her entrance. She turns her delicate chin up to the ashen sky, 
heeding a distant thunderclap. “Indeed,” she replies. “I can’t imagine shutting myself 


inside on a night like this.” 


Ibuki couldn't agree more. Something about the night air, baked with daytime warmth 


trapped in by the clouds, electrifies her whenever she draws it into her lungs. 


“Really makes you wanna cut loose and dance, doesn’t it?” Ibuki slides a grin Sonia’s 


way, then stretches out a bedazzled hand in offer. “Whaddya say?” 


Sonia's eyes glimmer fiercely, her fingers slipping into Ibuki’s palm like they've always 
belonged there. “Yes,” she breathes, “that sounds delightful.” 


And so, they dance. Ibuki pulls her princess in by the waist and finds a rhythm in the 


rumble overhead. She stomps, she hollers, she twirls and twirls across every last inch of 


the balcony, and Sonia keeps right in time with swaying hips and gleeful squeals and 
curtains of shimmery platinum hair. The howling wind is their song; the scarlet smudge 


of a moon, their spotlight. 


Yes, this is a wonderful night for a dance. Ibuki could keep this up until long after the sun 
rises. She could dance with Sonia until they both drop dead and she wouldn't mind it one 
bit. 


Ibuki’s thick platform boot lands a little too hard on a weak point in the balcony floor, and 
when the resulting CRACK bolts her knees momentarily in place, she wonders if she 


might actually get that chance. 


Sonia gasps. She must feel that fissure in her bones too, whipping her head around to 
watch it spider out from under their feet. She must sense it in the fracturing tiles and the 


cusp of the storm: this balcony is done for. They’re going down. 


She snaps into action before Ibuki does, clutching her tighter and flinging them both 
back into the castle hall in the nick of time. Ibuki pushes off the floor right as it buckles, 


chased by the splatter of heavy raindrops and a windswept choir of dead souls. 


They watch the balcony fall together, stunned into ogling the storm as it rolls in sheets of 
rain to wash everything away. They share a glance once the last fragments of railing and 


tile have tumbled out of sight down the mountainside. 


Then, after only a moment of pregnant silence, they fit themselves against each other 


and laugh and laugh until they can’t breathe. 


Mikan likes to mutter as she works, a shaky sotto voce stream-of-consciousness 
punctuated with sounds of slicing skin and sawing through bone. Stuff about dying, 


mostly, from what Ibuki can make out from her crouch in the corner of this bunker- 


turned-operating-room. Must have been painful. Should have been more careful. Can't 


hurt me now. Can't hide from me now. Can't forget about death, can’t forget about death. 


Maybe she’s talking to herself, or maybe to the corpses. Maybe she’s making friends 


with them. That might not be so bad. She’s always seemed kinda lonely. 


Whatever the case, she’s got a nice flow going on. It’s great fun to listen in and look for 
the undercurrent to her toneless rambling, something Ibuki can pick out of her guitar 
strings or hum into the air. Good lyric inspo, too, the crazy existential shit she spouts 


every now and then. 


Mikan doesn’t even notice her presence, sometimes (or she pretends not to, or she’s just 
growing used to it). And even on the days that she does find Ibuki to be a nuisance, when 
she happens to be in one of those hair-pulling banshee-screeching moods of hers, no big 


deal. Ibuki’s had worse than rusty needles brandished in her face. 


Ibuki hears her classmate pause, take ina breath. She grabs at the chance and pries it 


wide open. “Hey Mikan?” 


Mikan jolts so hard that her cutting hand goes haywire, dragging the scalpel througha 
strip of skin that, from the look on her face, it wasn’t supposed to be dragged through. 


Her lips and brows pinch in tandem. “W-What?” she quavers. 

“Have you ever seen a rat king before?” 

She seems unsure of which emotion to handle this interruption with—confusion, anger, 
panic, something in between or outside of those. Instead of choosing one, she huffs outa 


simple “mm-mm.” 


“Ibuki saw one last week.” Or maybe it was the week before. Ibuki doesn’t really havea 


reason to keep track of the days anymore. “Got it to do a little jig.” 


Mikan has nothing to say to that. Has resumed inspecting the expanse of cold flesh 


beneath her. May or may not still be listening. 


Ibuki plucks at another string, wiggling her fingers to bend the note. “D’you think you 
could do that with humans? Tangle ‘em up by their hair or their limbs or something? 


Fuse ‘em together real good?” 


There it is. Mikan’s eyes widen, round dark pools of intrigue. She still hasn’t trained 


them on Ibuki, but she’s tuned back in. 

“I doubt they'd last very long ina state like that,” she mumbles. Ibuki has to strain to 
hear her better. “Would be difficult to sustain themselves...might tear each other apart if 
they don’t s-starve or fall ill first...” 


Ibuki can’t help a grin. “Sounds an awful lot like you wanna try it.” 


Mikan doesn’t confirm verbally, but the curious shine her eyes have taken on speaks for 


her just as well. Ibuki had a feeling she’d find the prospect tempting. 

“Tell you what.” Ibuki makes a show of tapping her chin. “Next time Ibuki finds a handful 
of chumps with extra-long hair, she'll send ‘em your way. Just let her see it when you're 
done, alright?” 


Mikan only has to think on it fora moment. Silently, meekly, she nods. 


“Hell yeah.” Ibuki grins again, and takes pride in the way Mikan begins to mirror it. 


“Pleasure doing business with you.” 


Izuru’s hair, long and gnarled and oil-slick, tickles Ibuki’s arms. He smells like scalp 


flakes and gangrene, like the king of all rat kings. Ibuki leans her back against his and 


breathes deep of him. The notes trickle easily from her guitar, her fingers moving ina 


near-religious trance. 


“Can you hear me say your name, forever?” she sighs up at the blood-red sky. It’s been 
lifetimes since she’s felt this much like a kid in music class, her voice all clean tones and 
rounded vowels. All she’s missing is a pipe organ. “Can you see me longing for you, 


forever?” 


“Yes,” Izuru answers from behind her. “Often.” 


Ibuki might laugh, might throw a jab back, if she weren't so lost in prayer. 


Could she call this prayer? Reaching into the depths of herself and rummaging around 
for that power she carries, the power to compel the living through strings and song— 
grabbing it and molding it to her palms and basking in it as its live-wire thrumming sets 


her nerves ablaze—does that count? 


Because Ibuki thinks this is the closest she'll ever get. What other god would she put 


before herself? 


“Would you let me touch your soul, forever?” The lyrics surge out of her, arcing high and 


lifting up her chest, trying to kiss the heavens. 


Faintly, Izuru scoffs. He holds no god dear; not himself, not anyone or anything else. By 


now, Ibuki knows that much. This is far from his first time hearing her play. 


It’s fascinating to her that Izuru could find music so categorically boring. That a flawless 
wailing guitar solo doesn’t make him want to tear into the nearest warm hunk of flesh or 
rip every strand of dark wiry hair out of his head. That a soulful ballad cannot command 
him to peer over the edge of the Academy’s rooftop, look down upon their kingdom of 


rubble and ash, and weep at its perfect chaos. 


That's a life Ibuki could never hope to understand. She wants as much of this feeling as 
her body can take and much, much more. She craves it. She would happily spend the rest 
of her days committing acts unspeakable just for a taste of it. 

So she keeps singing. Closes her eyes, bunches up her legs, presses into Izuru’s frigid 
weight, and lets the music carry her over its crest. For only a few minutes—but what 
feels to her like eons—she soars. 

The last “if you had life eternal...” is an octave lower than the rest, landing her gently back 
on solid ground. Ibuki’s throat buzzes as it leaves her ina tapering fermata. She thinks 
there are tears cutting down her cheeks, but she can hardly make a move to confirm. 
“Life eternal,” Izuru echoes flatly. “How painfully boring that sounds.” 

Ibuki thought he might say something like that. “Would death be less boring?” 


She can feel him shrug. “Probably not.” 


“Hm.” Well, Ibukican say confidently, after witnessing it in so many forms, after causing 


so much of it, that death isn’t always boring. 


But... 


She subconsciously cradles her guitar, this scratched-up blood-splattered love of hers, 


and her chest pangs strangely at the thought of losing it to the oblivion of death. 


“Tbuki doesn’t think so either,” she finishes. 


“Good to know.” 


Ibuki laughs. That’s the first time she’s ever heard Izuru bother with sarcasm. How long 


until he grows bored of that new verbal toy, she must wonder. How long until he grows 


too bored of this existence to bother with it at all anymore. 


For her part, Ibuki’s going to ride this out as long as it lasts. This existence is many, 
many things, but it sure as hell isn’t boring. Not here, all the way on top of the world. Not 
when she can choose, whenever the urge strikes her, to pick her guitar back up and 


launch into anew tune and keep singing, forever, and ever...and ever... 


PAGE 37: Ibuki has her arms crossed and her tongue sticking out. She is making two 
rock and roll signs with her hands. She is facing the viewer and on a black background. 


There is a silver halo above her head. 


PAGE 38: (Standing) Nagito, Kazuichi, Chiaki, Gunham, Cham-P, Sonia, Hajime, 
(sitting) Peko, Mahiru, Akane, and Mikan all feature in this piece alongside Ibuki. They 
are surrounding her on all sides, while she sits on a tricycle in the center. The borderisa 
vibrant orange with pixelated portions. Text: “Glass Animals, Howto Bea Human 
Being.” 


PAGE 39: A rough, yet painterly depiction of Ibuki’s knees and shins. On the leg to the 
viewer's right, she has blue stitches and dollops of bright pink blood. 


PAGE 40: Ibuki looking to the viewer's right. Her face is depicted four times in separate 
squares, each version of her face being ina different color. The colors are, from left to 
right, (top) pink, orange, (bottom) green, and purple. There is a thick black border around 


each square. Text: “Ibuki Mioda, Danganronpa.” 


PAGE 41: Ibuki’s silhouette shines in white against a galactic backdrop. It is outlined in 
the colors of the rainbow. She is holding a microphone, and next to her in the corner it 
reads, “IBUKI MIODA,” in fun, space-age-y text. 


PAGE 42: Hajime holding Ibuki tenderly from behind. He is completely blue, and she is 
completely pink. Their black hair blends into the black background. 


PAGE 43: Ibukiis splayed out in the sand, her outfit pure white. Her head is shoved into 


a beach ball, with her hair horns sticking out of the top. She is holding Monokuma 


themed maracas in both hands. In rainbow letters, the bottom reads “Beaucoup de 
Meurtre.” The top says, “IBUKI MIODA.” 


PAGE 44: Hiyoko is on the viewer’s left, and Ibuki is on the viewer's right. Both of their 
faces are cut off by the edge of the canvas, leaving only half of their faces visible. They are 
ona pink monokuma-dotted background, and are wearing bunny ears. Hiyoko’s outfit is 
all orange, meanwhile Ibuki’s is all pink. In green, bubbly text that travels in an arc 
between them, it says, “Bubblegum.” In the top right corner, ina polygonal style, the text 
reads, “Ibuki Mioda.” 


PAGE 45: A drawing of Ibuki’s face ina chunky, simplified style. The outline is thick 
black on a white backdrop, with bursts of color popping in explosions on her face. Text: 
“IBUKI.” 


PAGE 46: Ibuki sits on a rock, her feet submerged in water. She is wearing a grand, 


ruffle-ridden pink and blue dress. The sky behind her is cloudy. 


PAGE 47: Ibuki’s upper body is popping out of a shooting star flying through the galaxy. 
Text: “Ibuki Mioda, Mellon Collie and the Infinite Sadness.” 


PAGE 48: Ibuki’s distorted face screams at the viewer in a painterly style. She is against 
a dark blue backdrop, the white text in front of her reading, “IBUKI MIODA, 
DANGANRONPA.” 


Page 49: Ibuki is underwater, in a blue and pink bathing suit. In front of her, there’s a 


dollar on a string. Text: “ Ibuki Mioda.” 
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PAGE 54: Two standalone images of Ibuki. In the one on the left, she is dressed ina blue 
and pink Monokuma costume, and is giving a ferocious looking Monokumaa piggyback 
ride. In the one on the right, she is ina black marching band uniform, in a marching pose. 
She is holding a baton. 


EMOJI CREDITS: 
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Left (Folie a Deux by Fall Out Boy), Right (The Black Parade by My Chemical Romance) 


PAGE 55: The Danganronpa Zine Club Logo. It isa simplified version of Monokuma’s 
head on a pink, blood-splattered background. Text: “DANGANRONPA ZINE CLUB.” 


BACK COVER: Anelectric blue background with a pink streak on it. The text on the blue 
portion reads, “IBUKI THROUGH THE LENS OF YOUR FAVORITE ALBUMS.” The 
Text on the pink portion, which has a type where all the letters are skewed and have 
different sizes, says, “COVER ALBUM.” 


